Another life 


Author: maidenmindbbb 

Bands: Iron Maiden 

Characters: Bruce Dickinson, Steve Harris 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Sep 25 2022 06:11:33 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 
This contains some homophobic slurs, as it was typical to the time period. | also posted this on A03. 


1980 


It was the night after a gig that had been surprisingly successful, if we exclude the fact that Paul's voice 
broke down in the middle of it and Steve had to sing a few songs. Iron Maiden had played in a rather small and 
packed venue in Ruskin Arms, located in East Ham London, and it also served as a pub. But it wasn't the 
smallest place they had played in. It was average. 

They were there to promote their first album, and they were pleased with the positive reception they got. 
Backstage, Steve Harris was wiping sweat off his face with a towel, with a can of beer in his other hand. 
Singing lead vocals wasn't really in his comfort zone, but he had managed to do it and walk out alive. To be 


honest, he was quite proud of himself for being so brave. He really had to overcome a fright. 


But there was one who wasn't too happy about tonight. Their singer, Paul Di'Anno. He was looking rather sulky 
and pissed. For him, the gig hadn't gone well enough and he had made a complete fool out of himself. 
"What a bloody shitty gig," he spurted out. 


The others turned to look at him. 

"| think it went well, if we ignore your vocals," Clive said, and Steve nodded. 

"The boys played well. And it's not like it was yer fault anyway," the bassist said calmly. He was trying to be 
friendly, but the singer seemed to only get more pissed off at that. 

"What's the point of playing well if your fuckin’ singer can't participate? The people didn't pay for the tickets to 
see some twinky bassist sing in a shit way!" Paul had lost it completely now. He tossed his now empty beer can 
on the floor aggressively. 

"Excuse me, what the hell did you just call me?" Steve raised his eyebrow in frustration. He wasn't going to 
take any of this gibberish. 

‘Oh, you're bloody deaf too? That explains why your singing was so shit!" Paul responded, spitting on Steve's 
face while barking at him. "| said that you were twinky, ‘cos you're a tiny fuckin’ fairy!" 

"Cut that out Paul," Dennis interrupted them. "What bad has Harry done to you, eh?" 

"Nothin’, except for rubbing against me onstage like a bloody horny cat! I'm not interested in blokes an’ yet he 
wants me to shag ‘im!" The singer yelled. 

"What the fuck Paul, have you lost yer fucking’ mind now?" Steve said, clearly offended by the accusations. 
"Have ye been takin’ some drugs or somethin'?" 

"Oh, who would've thought, now the fairy is suggestin’ that I'm out of me mind!" Paul's anger was now 
unstoppable. 

At this point, Clive, Dennis and Dave were all staring at their direction, their eyes glued to the fight. 

Fairy, huh... | suppose ye don't want to get kicked out of the band?" Steve asked "Cos with that behaviour you 
might as well get sacked, | am not goin’ to listen to this kind of shite from me bloody singer!" 

"As if you'd dare," Paul laughed. He was drunk, which made his behaviour even worse. 

"What makes ye think that I'd want to fuckin' shag you?" The bassist asked a genuine question. 

"The rubbin’," Paul answered. "You're trying to look so cute, smiling like a fucking’ chick while trying to get me 
attention. | ain't blind Harris," he said, staring at the bassist now. 

"Do | look like a bloody whore to you?" Steve asked another question, which was more rhetorical. 

"| wouldn't be surprised if you were," the singer replied without hesitation. "Who knows if you have let Dave, 
Clive or Dennis shag you." 

Steve's face turned bright red. He was embarrassed of getting humiliated like this, but the singer wasn't even 
done yet. "Maybe they've pinned you down to your bed and fucked the hell outta your arse, while you scream 
and moan in that girly high voice of yours, beggin’ for more," he spat out. 

"You look like a bloke who lets men shoot their load up your arse and leave you panting in a mess after 
they've gotten what they came for." 

"Shut up wanker," Steve muttered behind his deep red blush. His face was feeling so hot. 

"At least | wank off meself and don't need help from other men," the singer backed up. 

"Um, where do you get those thoughts from?" Dave stepped in the game. "Cause to me it sounds like you're 
the poof dreaming of doing all those things to Harry. A small rub with a smile means nothing.’ 

Paul now looked shocked, his jaw dropping on the floor. "| would never want to shag that twink," he mumbled to 
himself. 

"To us it sounds like you do, seriously," Dave continued, and was faced with anger. 

"Harry is disgusting, tryin’ to be so manly but still submitting to other men like a dirty groupie!” The singer 
shouted. 


"Bollocks," Steve started. "I've never shagged a man" 


"Would you like to?" Paul stared into the bassist's brown eyes. 

"What? Fuck no!" The smaller man replied instantly, clearing his mind. 

"Right, then stop wasting my time," Paul said and slapped Steve in the face so hard that it made the bassist 
leap over. And with that, the singer turned his back on them and walked away. Dave was the first one to check 
how Steve was doing, and he was shocked to see blood coming from the smaller man's nose and lip. On his 
cheek was a bright red mark that showed where Paul's hand had hit him. 

"What a tosser," Dave muttered and took a towel to wipe the blood away. 

Steve was standing still, looking shocked. And he had a very good reason for that. It's not every day that your 
singer speaks ill of you and then hits you to the face. It was new. 

"| wonder what he meant by sayin’ that l'm wastin' his time," Steve said quietly. 

Dave looked at the bassist's face, and spoke up, "to me it seems like he wants to hookup with you because he 
thinks that you're flirting” He pressed a wet and cold towel on the hit marks. "Then he's pissed when you don't 
want to have sex with him." 

"That's horrible," Steve said. "I owe nothin’ to him. I've got no romantic feelings for him. He's not a girl." 

"Yeah, he's crazy," Dave agreed. "I got an idea how to cheer this night up," he said and smiled. "Pack your stuff 


so we can gol!" 


The others obeyed with no hesitation, and got ready for whatever Dave had in his mind. Then they left the 
pub, to everyone's surprise, just To go into another one. 

"Alright boys," the blonde guitarist started cheerfully, "tonight we have something special." 

The pub was quite full, but they still managed to get in. 

"What's this all about?" Clive asked and took a glance around. 

"We're going to see a gig. This time we don't have to be the stars of the show," Dave smiled. The others 
seemed interested, and they headed closer to the small stage. 

"Do ye know who's performing tonight?" Steve asked the guitarist. 

"Yeah, if | remember correctly it's a band called Samson," he replied, his gaze attached to the stage. "They 


should be starting any minute now." 


When Steve turned to look at the stage, a short hairy man in all white clothing walked in. He was soon followed 
by the rest of his band, and the gig started Though there were talented musicians, the bassist found himself 
staring at the energetic singer. His eyes didn't want to look away from that beautiful face, strong arms and 
warm brown hair that looked like it was fine silk. And the man's voice was from another world. It was pure 
heaven, if Steve knew what heaven was. At least he hoped that it would be this good. 

The singer was a stranger to him, he didn't even know his name, but he was truly mesmerized by him. 

What if he was aggressive and liked alcohol to the extent that it affected his manners? What if he was only 
like this onstage? Maybe he was acting as someone else while being onstage, and was offstage a terrible 
person, 

Steve's mind made all this up, though he didn't believe that any of it was true. He didn't get bad vibes from 


the singer, it was in fact the very opposite. 


The gig ended sooner than he had hoped for, and the band disappeared backstage. Steve was saddened by it, 
and you could see it from his face. Dave noticed that something wasn't right, and turned to look at his boss. 


"What's the matter?" He asked. 


"There's so many people in here, | think | need some fresh air," Steve replied, and he was partly lying. He 
needed air, but that wasn't why he was feeling off. Dave took the note, and got out with Harry, after they had 
informed Clive and Dennis that they were leaving. The two wanted to stay for longer, so they said goodnight to 
each other and parted ways. The blonde guitarist headed out with his bassist, and it was already dark and cold 
out there. 

The pub was in a kind of hidden place, so everywhere around it seemed like a potential crime scene, especially 
during the late hours. Steve leaned on the wall and Dave lit himself a fag. The bassist didn't smoke, but he 
didn't mind if others did so around him. Indoors it would slightly bother him, but outdoors it was fine. 

The brown haired man watched as Dave smoked slowly, blowing the smoke out between his lips. The glowing end 
of the fag looked bright red in the dark. 

But there was something that made Steve unable to relax. He was afraid of the dark. It was one of those 
fears that you didn't go shouting out to everyone, because he didn't want to look like a coward. So he had to 
hide that fear as well as he could. But a sudden sound made him jump. 


The backdoor of the pub opened, and a crowd of cheerful people flowed out to the street. It took a while from 
Steve and Dave to recogrise that it was the band that had just played. And the singer was there too. He was 
still beautiful, and very loud, chatting with his friends and laughing. 

The guitarist of the band stopped to look at the two lads near the wall. "Evening," he cheered, "I was hoping 
that you two were some cheap whores, but it doesn't matter." 

"Whores? What do you need those for?" The singer giggled. 

"For a shag Bruce, I've got a need to fill," the guitarist replied. 

"A shag," the singer wondered, "| suppose it wouldn't do any harm to me either," he grinned. Steve's eyes 
opened wide. So the singer's name was Bruce. And the bassist thought of doing something really stupid. His 
thoughts got stronger, when the other band showed signs of leaving. 

"Wait," Steve spoke quickly and reached out for Bruce, who was surprised by the sudden contact. 

"Yes?" Bruce looked at Steve. 

"l, um..." the bassist began. "If you're not picky, I'll charge half the price for the first time," he said shyly, and 
could feel Dave's shocked eyes on his back 

"Oh, well," Bruce replied and looked at Steve, and to his surprise, he continued, "how much for a night?" 

Steve had to think He could mess it up really bad by stepping away, but also going with the singer would gain 
a lot of questions from Dave later. But this was his only chance. 

"How about twenty pounds?" Steve suggested. 

"Whole right? That's a deal," Bruce smirked. "Come on, let's go to my flat." And he left with Steve. Dave was 
utterly shocked. What the hell had just happened? He was too stunned to speak, so he went back inside the pub 
and ordered a couple of vodka shots. He needed to get this thing out of his memory. 


In the meantime, Bruce walked Steve to the small flat where the singer was living. It was nothing fancy, but at 
least it had walls, a roof and heating. 

"Welcome to my modest home," Bruce said, and smiled at the bassist. "I'm Bruce, what's your name?" 

"Steve," he replied. His guts were turning upside down. There he was in a stranger's house, about to get fucked 
for money. 

"Well Steve," the singer said and turned the lights on, and as soon as he took a glance at his companion for the 


night, he looked shocked. "What happened to your face?" 


"Oh, its nothin, just me singer who got pissed after our gig tonight," Steve smiled shyly. He felt awkward. 
"You're in a band?" Bruce was getting curious. He thought that Steve had looked a bit familiar. 

"Yes, it's called Iron Maiden,’ the bassist replied. "I play bass." 

"Steve Harris." the singer realised. "They don't pay you enough, huh?" 

"lts not about that," Steve shook his head. "Want to shag me or not?" 

"That's what you're here for love," Bruce grinned and led the bassist to the bedroom. 

"Are you experienced in this profession?” The singer asked while pushing Steve on the bed. 

"Not really, but I've been with women before," the taller man replied and followed the singers movements with 
his eyes. 

"Well, let's hope that this night will give you a bit more experience with men then," he said and took a bottle of 
lube. "No condoms, a man can't get pregnant, right?" 

"That's right," Steve confirmed, and was taken aback by the singer getting on top of him, sealing their lips 
together. It started off as a gentle kiss, but sooner than the bassist realised, it turned very hungry and 
messy. The singer was almost eating his face, forcing his strong tongue to enter Steve's mouth, making the 
taller man's face turn red. 

As they were kissing, Bruce positioned himself between Steve's legs, and started to rub his clothed crotch 
against Steve's. That was something that the bassist had never felt before. Another man's growing erection 
rubbing against his own sensitive areas. 

As the singer jerked his hips, he started to moan in between the kissing. Steve could hear that the man was 
horny and getting turned on And the thought of that combined with Bruce's movements sent jolts to his groin 
He was getting excited too. 

The singer broke the kiss and rested his head against Steve's neck, breathing heavily on it. "| want to feel your 
body under mine," he panted. "I want to fill you up." 

Steve didn't want to back away now, but it seemed like the right moment to inform the singer about one 
important detail. "Bruce," he started, "I've never had sex with a man before." 

Bruce didn't look a bit shocked or surprised. "I could tell," he said. "lm just wondering what your motive is." 
"Just fuck me, don't think about it too much," the bassist said. 

"You bet | will" Bruce replied and started planting kisses along the bassist's soft neck. "But I'll be gentle. | don't 
want your first time to be traumatizing.” 

"Can it hurt that bad?" Steve looked at the singer, still no signs of stepping out of this. 

"Yes, but only if you hurry and don't be careful. But | know what I'm doing, love," Bruce smiled. And that smile 
was convincing. 

"Ready to take another step?" He asked, and Steve nodded with a shy smile. With that, Bruce began to undress 
the bassist carefully, making sure that he felt comfortable. First came off the shirt, then socks, trousers, 
until he was stripped down to his underwear. 

The singer stopped to admire the sight before him. He truly liked what he saw. 

"Oh Steve, you're going to look good screaming my name," he smiled, and started to take off his own clothing. 
Steve was again very much mesmerized looking at the man, trying to scan everything with his eyes so that he 
could remember this moment later when he was alone. Bruce's body was a piece of art. Strong but yet soft, 
very hairy, and the hairs grew in a neat pattern He was hot. A very sexy man, and to think of another bloke 
like this instead of a girl made Steve blush even more than before. He was lusting after a person of the same 
gender. Terrifying. 

Travelling along the singer's body with his eyes, Steve stopped at the crotch level, just to admire the huge 


bulge wanting to get free. 

"That looks massive," he gasped. "Can |.?" 

"Be my guest," Bruce smiled, and Steve sat up. He placed his hands on Bruce's underwear, his face being only 
an inch away from the stuff under the fabric. He pondered the moment for a short while, and decided to pull 
the underwear down. And with that, the singer's big cock sprung free, slapping Steve on the face. It was 
already quite hard. 

Steve swallowed audibly. He was getting nervous, and the feeling reminded him of stage fright that he got 
sometimes. What was he supposed to do now? What did he usually do to his own needy member? 

With a little thinking, he wrapped his beautiful small fingers around the base of the cock, giving it a couple of 
strokes. Those made the singer moan in agreement, and as he jerked his hips forward, Steve knew that he was 
enjoying it, and wanting for more. 

Stroking the shaft, the bassist felt it getting slippery from the precum. It had also gotten harder. 

"Bruce," he said. 

"Mmh, yes love?" Bruce replied and opened his eyes to look at the man speaking. 

"I think you're ready to..to get in." The bassist stuttered. 

"True, but you're not. Lets help you relax a bit," Bruce said. He positioned Steve comfortably on his bed, 
grabbing the bottle of lube and removing the underwear. Then he spread his legs, exposing the bassist's 
private parts. 

"Looking good," He smiled, opening the bottle and pouring some lube on his fingers. "I'm going to start slowly, 
but this might sting a bit. Say if you want me to stop, ok?" 

Steve nodded. "Okay." 

He wasn't quite sure what he was waiting for, but the pain in his arse when Bruce pushed a finger in wasn't 
certainly it. It made him cry out in shock. "Ow, that hurts," he whined. 

‘Its alright love, itll get better," Bruce tried to calm him down and placed a kiss on his tummy. "Relax sweetie," 
he continued caressing the bassist while having his index finger still inside him. As he felt Steve taking his 
advice and relaxing, he pushed the finger in further, causing the bassist to moan. That sound was turning 
Bruce on even more. "God you sound beautiful," he gasped. 

That made Steve remember what Paul had said to him before. The things about him sounding horrible. But 
here he was with another singer who was praising him. That felt so good. Being admired like this was a huge 
turn on for him. 

"More," Steve gasped, "I need more." 

"As you wish," Bruce said, planted another kiss on Steve's stomach, and pushed a second finger in. The moaning 
that came out of that was beautiful, and made Bruce move his fingers just to get more sounds out of the 
other man. 

Steve's body was trembling, as Bruce brushed his insides with big fingers. One deep push, and the singer hit 
Steve's sweet spot. 

"Bloody hell!" Steve moaned. His whole body jumped from that. Bruce did it again. 

"Feels good?" The singer asked, fingering the sweet spot. Steve was getting weak, and he was already a shaking 
mess. 

"It does, oh god, | need more!" He screamed. 

A couple of more strokes, and Bruce withdrew his fingers, only to lube his hard member and position it on the 
warm hole. Steve was so excited. He wasn't really sure why he was doing this, but his body was yearning. 


Then it happened. Without saying a word, Bruce pushed his thick shaft in slowly. The entrance was tight 


regardless of the preparation, and it alone made the singer feel like he could come in a second. 

Steve's eyes got watery. The size of Bruce felt enormous in him. The singer didn't move yet, because he was 
waiting for Steve to adjust to the size. 

"How does it feel?" He asked while caressing the bassist's cheek with his hand. 

"Weird, I've never felt anythin’ like this before," the man answered, gasping for air. 

"But is it bad? Does it hurt?" Bruce asked again. 

‘I'm not sure really," Steve replied "I think it'll get better." 

Bruce bent over Steve, so the latter could wrap his arms around him, and he took the hint. 

Having Bruce so close to him felt a bit strange, but also safe, and Steve started to relax even more. He 
stroked the singer's hair gently, and kissed him on the lips. 

Bruce returned the action, and when he noticed that Steve didn't feel so tight around him anymore, he began 
to move his hips, thrusting in slowly. 

As he heard the moans of approval, he fastened his movements. 

Steve's hold around Bruce's torso tightened, and the kiss broke, leaving the bassist's moans escaping from his 
mouth more audibly now. 

Bruce was hitting the sweet spot inside the taller man under him, and the moans got even louder, and he was 
shouting the singer's name every now and then. 

Steve never knew that men had something like that in them. He never would've guessed that sex with other 
men could feel this good. He truly had been missing out on it. 

"Feels so good," he gasped. "Harder please." The bassist was now a complete whining mess. 

"As you wish sweetheart," Bruce replied and fastened his movements even more, being not so gentle anymore. 
He was also grunting and moaning. "God Steve you're so good!" 

They were both on the edge already. Bruce noticed Steve's cock leaking on his stomach, and wrapped a hand 
around it to stroke it. The bassist reacted to it in a way that told Bruce that the contact was more than 
welcome, as Steve thrusted his hips slightly up. The singer stroked it faster, and worked his own hips at the 
same time. The bassist had to bite his lip to avoid screaming, because the stimulus was driving him insane. It 
was too good. 

"| think l'm." Bruce started, but couldn't finish before he pushed in as deep as he could, and shot his cum 
inside. "going to cum." 

Steve's body clenched, as the warm fluid was spilled in him. He moaned, and came in Bruce's hand, sticky semen 
getting everywhere. They were both panting and covered in sweat. 

The singer collapsed on top of Steve, his cock still buried deep inside him. 

"That was really good," he said while gasping for air. 

"Mm, it was," Steve agreed quietly. 

Bruce pulled out, and let the warm fluids run free. "Let's chill for a while," he said and gave a small kiss to the 
bassist. "And after that, round two?" He smiled. 


"Well, it's your money anyway," Steve returned the smile. 


The next morning, Steve woke up from a place that he didn't recognize. He was in someone's bed. The room 
wasn't big, and it was slightly messy, and Steve didn't remember why he was there. As he tried to get up, he 
noticed that his whole body was aching and it hurt, and he was completely naked. 


"God," he thought to himself, "what the hell have | done?" 
Getting up, he collected his clothes from the floor and got dressed. He saw some that didn't belong to him, and 


the memories of last night started to return to his mind. 

Steve noticed a twenty pounds note with a paper on the nightstand. He picked it up and read what the paper 
said. 

"Thanks for the fun, | really enjoyed fucking you all night. Here's your pay. Love, Bruce." 

Steve put the money in his pocket. Bruce was gone somewhere apparently, and didn't even leave a phone 
number or anything for Steve. Taking a look around to find something that he could write with, the bassist 
found a pen and scribbled another message on the same paper. 

"| enjoyed our night too. Don't hesitate to call if you want more, here's my number. Take care. Yours, Steve." 
He left the paper on the desk with the pen, and left. Everything that drunk Paul had yelled at him last night 
became reality, except for the fact that he didn't shag Clive, Dennis or Dave, and didn't fancy Paul. But he was 
pinned down on a bed, moaning and begging for more, and let a man shoot a load in his bum and walk away 
when he had gotten everything he came for. And the bassist even charged money for it. 

Supposedly, he would be a whore then. But he wouldn't do this for just any guy. Bruce was something special. 


